THE GRATEFUL NEGRO

Do what you please for a negro, he will cheat you the first
opportunity he finds. You know what their maxim is : " God
gives black men what white men forget."'

To these commonplace desultory observations Mr. Edwards
made no reply; but recurred to poor Caesar, and offered to
purchase both him and Clara, at the highest price the sheriff's
officer could obtain for them at market. Mr. Jefferies, with
the utmost politeness to his neighbour, but with the most
perfect indifference to the happiness of those whom he con-
sidered of a different species from himself, acceded to this
proposal. Nothing could be more reasonable, he said; and
he was happy to have it in his power to oblige a gentleman
for whom he had such a high esteem.

The bargain was quickly concluded with the sheriff's
officer; for Mr. Edwards willingly paid several dollars more
than the market price for the two slaves. When Cassar and
Clara heard that they were not to be separated, their joy and
gratitude were expressed with all the ardour and tenderness
peculiar to their different characters. Clara was an Eboe,
Cicsar a Koromantyn negro : the Eboes are soft, languishing,
and timid ; the Koromantyns are frank, fearless, martial, and
heroic.

Mr. Edwards took his new slaves home with him, desired
Bayley, his overseer, to mark out a provision-ground for Caesar,
and to give him a cottage, which happened at this time to be
vacant.

1 Now, my good friend/ said he to Caesar, (you may work
for yourself, without fear that what you earn may be taken
from you; or that you should ever be sold, to pay your
master's debts. If he does not understand what I am saying,'
continued Mr. Edwards, turning to his overseer, cyou will ex-
plain it to him.'

Ccesar perfectly understood all that Mr. Edwards said ; but
his feelings were at this instant so strong that lie could not
find expression for his gratitude: he stood like one stupefied !
Kindness was new to him ; it overpowered his manly heart;
and at hearing the words * my good friend,' the tears gushed
from his eyes : tears which no torture could have extorted!
Gratitude swelled in his bosom ; and he longed to be alone,
that he might freely yield to his emotions.

He was glad when the  conch-shell sounded to  call  the
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